Bayard's hand once limply, In the country fashion, but
his hand was hard and firm, "How you ???

"All right/5 Bayard answered, ul came out to get
that old fox Rafe was telling me about*"

"Sure/9 Buddy agreed in his slow, infrequent voice*
"We been expectin* you. Git down and lemme take 3-0*
pony.59

"No, 111 do it. You take the wood on in; I'll put
Perry up." But Buddy was firm, without insistence or
rudeness^ and Bayard surrendered the horse to him.

"Henry,55 Buddy shouted at the house, "Henry.55 A
door opened on jolly leaping flames; a figure stood
squally in it. "Here's Bayard/' he said, "Go on In and
warm,5* lie added? leading Perry away. Dogs sur-
rounded Bayard; lie picked up the wood and the ax and
went on toward the house in a ghostly, spotted surge of
dogSg, and the figure stood in the lighted doorway while
he mounted the veranda and leaned the ax against the
wall

"How you?" Henry saidl, and again the handshake
was limps again the hand firm and kind; flabbier though
than Buddy5s hard young flesh. He relieved Bay-
ard of the wood and they entered the house. The walls
of the room were of chinked logs. On them hong two or
three outdated calendars and a patent medicine litho-
graph in colors. The floor was bare^ of hand-trimmed
boards scuffed with heavy boots and polished by the
pads of generations of dogs; two men could lie side by
side in the fireplace. In it now four-foot logs blazed
against the clay fireback? swirling in wild plumes into
the chimney*s dark maw, and in silhouette against it,
his head haloed by the shaggy silver disorder of his
hair* Virginius MacCallum sat, "Hyer's Bayard Sar-
toris* pappy/9 Henry said.
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